GATEWAY   TO   GREATNESS
change " ; to Mr. Bell the Portuguese people were mystics, but
with surprising periods of an intense utilitarianism. He was
giving his verdict in 1915 when the echoes of the assassination
of King Carlos were dying away and giving place to the shouting
of the new Republicans. The Portuguese Republic was drifting
aimlessly from one crisis to another and looming overhead were
the dark clouds of the First World War.
Mr. Bell's surnming-up was as follows. " The fact is," he
wrote, " both in life and literature they are incorrigibly romantic,
and when they turn from their romantic dreams to reality they are
peculiarly exposed to the danger of not considering it worth an
effort. They let things be, they easily persuade themselves that
things must be as they are ; and so in their saudade for some
impossible ideal they sink into deskixe and drift. Or the Portuguese
will continue to live in his romanticism and ignore reality altogether;
his vanity helps him to ignore it; he will wear cheap and garish
chains and rings and trinkets and imagine himself rich, he will eke
out the picture by the help of his quick imagination and ever-ready
flow of words, heaping rhetoric and exaggeration, and in his
vagueness drifting, before he is aware, into falsehood. Then, if his
efforts to impose the picture of his imagining on others at his own
valuation fail, he will feel hurt by their brutal directness, their
incapacity to see that a mere string of words may move mountains."1
Prophet as well as critic, Mr. Bell described the Portugal he
knew and liked as lying fallow. He was aware of the immense
reserves of health and energy that were lying untapped in the
sturdy peasants of the traditional provinces. If the Portuguese
people pie prophesied) can be given a national government, and a
national policy and ideals, " it may yet surprise Europe ". He was,
as I have stated, writing in 1915.
Since then the country has suffered innumerable impacts on hei
social and political fabric. Some extraordinary changes have
taken place in the face, if not the heart, of Portugal. Lisbon
was ever a beautiful city. It is now one of the greatest and most
UKxkrn of world capitals. It is wrong, I know, to judge a
nations health by the cleanliness and orderliness of its capital
but, at least, the efficiency of a capital city is in some respects
a barometer of the nation's wellbeing. Judging from Lisbon and
Oporto, Portugal appears to be <e set fair." The big stores have